THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

"It had been/' I said, adopting that artificial crooning
voice which is usual with English people who think they
are using poetical words, "a perfect evening after a long
train journey. Dinner over the Lagoon, with the Mari-
time Customs House and Santa Maria della Salute,
ornate but dignified, peacefully reposing across the end
of the Grand Canal; an hour on the balcony, watching
the pearl-grey of the far waters and sea-green of the near
ones flushed red by the sunset and then dwindling into
darkness, crossed by rippling plates of gold; then good
night, early to bed, comfortable sheets, and a pink-
shaded light on the little bedside table.

"CI can't go to sleep yet,' I thought. 'Venice is much
too lovely and I want to He and think about it.'"

"Quite right," observed Aubrey, sipping his claret
with his eyes closed, "but, I say, old boy, are you
reading this?"

"No, I'm not! You can't expect me to talk about
Venice in your Kempton Park slang, can you?"

"I didn't mean any offence. But there are rather a
lot of adjectives, aren't there?"

"Venice is built of adjectives; am I to go on, or am
I not?"

"Why, certainly, I am getting interested."

"Well, prove it by keeping your mouth shut. Now
listen! Besides that, the motor-boats were still roaring
up and down the waters. Not quite so good as the
Bucentaur from which a thousand years of Doges
married the Republic with golden rings. What should
I read, I thought? I was in pyjamas and much too
comfortable to dress again and wander downstairs to
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